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fong and eloquent poem about the war,
after he has described how the Ger
man horde, coming “forward with
God” as they put It, ewept down on
Paris, and has pictured them baflled
and beaten by the miracle of the
Marne, he further recalls how—"hav-
ing prepared themselves in Fraonce a
terrier's hole”—they

Intrenched themselves thereln, defeated,

German god anon. Through this wel-
ter of harsh German poetry runs only
a roar of delight In German strength, &
great satisfied sigh that now at last
the world Is to feel that strength.
Here and there, as though by way of

driven, huried
Back ’ France afterthought, there i a bit of camon~
u:,aﬂ'.u::ﬁﬂoi AR gpetion finge as to who stari:d the war. Be-

And then what happened? Let Al-
card tell it:

fore golog on to plcture the downfall
of the enemy one bard pnuses to re-
mark:

War! Awake! The Freach have
crossed the Rhine,
Apnd n(‘;':ucn BWArm upon our eastern

t,

As lives the hunted boar, the crouching
soldlers mat;

And, “1 I?. putrid pool exhales an evil
BmE

They poured thelr polsons forth stralght
from the maw of hell,

Defiled the blue of heaven and made the
virgin alr

A party to the crime they perpetrated

These obvious lles are not dwelt on,
however. Probably not even the poet
expected anybody to belleve them.
They were just thrown In as a sop to
the diplomats at the Wilhelmstrasse,

there,
The choking gas that rose, mephitic, from | Public opinion, which had been taken

thelr holes, h h horiti e
: tko' ¢ dor ot | chirge of by the authorities, was “ver-
Wnu::lr: -Lui‘; be/ BEawEh 808 90 boten" to forget these things. And it

was added, In faint voice here and
there: “We did not wish this war.,"

One is reminded, by way of aside, of
the excellent Australian eartoon which
pletured the kaiser sitting, head in
hands, in the company of the crown
prince, *I did not want thls war.,"
“No,"” says the crown prince in a luclid
moment, “it was quite a different war
you wanted, wnsn't it, papal”

But coming back to the poets, it may
be sald that while at rare intervals
they remembered to make & note of
the fact that the war was & complete
and unpleasant surprise to Germany,
thelr whole' attitude was that now that
it had come, they were dellighted. They
dreamed of blood, they sang of It At
lust the weapons Germany had been
fondling so long were to find a mark,
Rudolf Herzog®*wrote a dainty little
thing, urging the soldiers on—he was
evidently somewhere in the rear him-
self—and the refraln of each verse
mn:

What though the earth of hell be full,
Our steel shiall cleave the foeman's skull,

Such was the pleture that Inspired
the frenzied poets, the gentlemen of
the pen. A soul-satisfying, delectable
pleture of German steel deep In the
foeman's skuli, while rich, dellclons
blood was everywhere,

England With ths Allles,

While they were In the midst of gory
composition, thelr eyes In a fine frenzy
rolling, England entered the war on
the side of the allles. This was dis.
tinctly verboten, and it upset the Gers
man plan horribly., England was to
stund aslde until Russin aod France
were annihilated, and then be wiped
out In her turn, Anyone who has ever
been in Germany knows the fury of a
German whose system {s upset, Imme-
diately the mad poets grew madder
yet, and the reciplent of all their pol«
soned darts was poor old England.
The anger of a German when things
are golng as he wished Is not a pretty
thing, but the anger of the same man
when things are going wrong I8 enough
to maoke God tremble,

In this dark hour when all Germany
was sputtering with a fury so terrible
It seemed words could not be found to
express it, Herr Ernst Lissauer came
forwurd and eiirned the nation's grati-
tude by penning his famous “Hymn
of Hate” In our country we are all
famlllar with this dainty lttle thing,
which ends:

S0, what care we for French or Russ?
It'sa a shot for a shot when they shoot

at us,
We :ltu‘z:. our battles with bronse and
And when we stop we shall ses you kneel!
IU's you we hate with & lanting hate—
E:-:ewgll :.‘sh.l;‘ one tittle of hate
Hate o lhelh?ad uﬂhl::gn‘::’r :gl;d
Hate of artisan, hate of king,
Hate which seventy millions fling;
One love they know, one hate they know,
They know but one, one only foe:

England}

Little Ernst, groping around in the
madhouwe, seems to have found words
that pretty well express his meaning.
In faet, he seems to have put across In
falrly effective shape the idea that the
Germans don't care much for the Eng
lish, whichever way you look at it
But If he hated before, what must
have been his fury at the reception his
outbresk got in England? Instead of

The odor of thelr souls]! The pres-
ent writer must confess that this
simile strikes him as a remarkably
fit and appropriate one,

Today we know only too well the
otlor of thelr souls, and we are deter-
mined to send our men over to those
holes In France, to disinfect them with
the only serviceable antiseptics—the
bayouet and the bullet. Everything
that keeps that odor strong ln our nos-
trils will be of help In the salvation
of our country, sloce it will keep us
firm In our determingtion to do or dle,

So one I8 Inclined to feel that Prof.
H. C. Grumbine of Clark university,
who hns recently translated Into very
readable Eoglish the war poetry of
. France and Germany, has done this
L country a putriotic service. Professor
ReT Grumbine knows that nowhere are the

i & ideals of a natlon more clearly re-
vealed than In Its literature, and he
adds that llterature in its purest form
is poetry. So he has gone to the poets
of the two c¢ountries to discover what
wus in thelr minds in the early days of
the war. With an ardent desire to be
i falr, he hus not chosen verses which
i prove asoy partlcular point for him,
but has sought to confine himself to
the leading and the represcntative
bards, In Germany such men as Su-
: dermann. Lissauer, and Herzog; In
* France, Boutrel and Alcard, the for-
mer a laureate and the latter a mem-
ber of the IFrench academy, And hav-
Ing translated the verses of these men
he has drawn some logical and llo-
minnting conclusions regarding the
) German god and the French god, the
&l German soul and the soul of the

il g French.
1% Grumbine’s Deductlons,
iR Let us glance for a moment bver
£l Professor Grumbine's shoulder at the
1] translations he has made; then briefly
let us consider his conclusions, If the
muatter sirikes you, dear reader, as
academie and—drend word—literary,
be assured that it will not be treated
here In elther academle or lterary
fashion. Professor Grumbine opens
the door for you, and you wander with
bim through that dark hinterland—the
QGerman mind; he leads you on to the
heights where the French thinker sits,

When, much to the surprise of
everybody in Germany, war was de
clared the German soldler Immediate-
ly rushed to his locker, where every-
thing was ready for him, including a
canteen filled with fresh water, Simul-
I taneously the German poet rushed to
il his fountaln pen which—God and the
v kaiser forgot nothing—was also filled,
not with water, but with a venomous
Hquid tliat flowed red, like blood. This
war has reminded us that it Is not the
man who fights in the fleld who Is the
! true master of hate and bitterness; it
alt is the highlyeducnted and cultured
thinker at home who serenms loudest
\ and foams most freely at the lips,

51 oy If the German poets had been for a
" moment at n loss as to what view to
take of the war, of course the German
government would have set them right.
(There was that naive newspaper In
Munich which at the start pleaded
pathetically for the government to
#take charge of public oplnion.”) One
could fancy some such advertisement
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The other day a British officer and
three Tommies told me that a short
time ago they went us an advance
party Into a little village from which
the Boche had been driven back, and in
a large room there were four young
Canadians crucified, one on each wall
of the room.

Torture Young Girls,

“Algo, when 1 was with the British
they told me the Boches had taken
young Belgian and French girls ‘Into
their first line trenches and tortured
them until thelr screams made the
Scotch and the Canadlans so crazed
they would go over into the machine
gun nests which the Boche had set up,
using the women's screnms as a decoy.

“And I have It on the word of a Brit-
ish officer that they have stood (the
officers) with guns leveled at their men
to keep them from going over when the
women scream, and being needlessly
slnughtered. I cannot tell yon what
the Tommles told me they found when
they drove these hell-flends out of these
positions; it is too awful even to think

Chaplain Would .
Exterminate Foe

nbout. I also have It on the word of |
one of the greatest French abbes that |
the Boche were especially instructed to |
destroy convents—and kill or outrage |
the nuns—and he says that all through
France ond Belglum are ruined mn-:
vents, and that the nuns were given to
the soldlers to be outraged In campa.l
“These are not lsolated enses nor ab-
normal conditions which prevall here
and there where troops were drunk or
without restraint. Go along the French |
or British front, and the only conclu- |
glon you arrive at 15 that they are |
just the ground principle of Boche ef-
Belency In actlon,

“It 18 American blood that Is flowing
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Over Cook Stove

ly.nov 8. DURSTINE.

Paris.q-Some day the story of what
Americangwomen have done over here |
in France will be written. People|
will hear, then, about the women who
are cooking and buking for the Amer |
fcan boys with their helmets and gas !
masks on the shelf, next the baking
powder can. They will learn of the |
casonl herolnes who see nothing re-|
markable In making hot chocolate In
shacks where the raln and the snow
come In on them through fresh shell |
holes in the roof,

One of the women people will hear
nbout will be Mrs, Clarn Slmmons.

She Is as close to the front line
here as any woman {s permitted to
go. For many days, during the active
fighting just over the hill from her,
she was the only woman in the ¢ntire
aren, That didn't bother her at nil

The hoys wanted hot chocolate, and
she could make It. So there you are.
And there she was.

She 18 u little bit of Ameriea, of
American womanhood, dropped right
down In the middle of the fighting
zone. 8he looks more llke home to
the boys than anything In the world,
except o letter. 8he has no ple
turesque {deas about carrying culture
and uplift to the soldlers. She's
there to work for them.

She works with a huge mixing bhegwl
full of pulverized chocolate, and seven
or elght open cans of condensed milk
on the table. On the rickety stove
where the old fireplace used to be, n
great kettle of hot water Is simmer-
ing. She stirs and pours, and pours
nnd stirg, till the alr of the little
shack 18 as fragrant as that of a

P

CANADIANS MOVING TO THE FRONT

take thelr turn In swatting the Huns,

Columin of Canuadion soldlers moving briskly up to the fighting line to

candy store at Pum\t. ~
LINE

| she heard

A convoy of camions rumbles past
her door. They nre almost at the end
of their journey. German territory
Isn't half a dogen kilometers away.
Mrs, Simmons knows that, of course,
but she hums, under her breath, at
her work,

Even before the hot chocolate Is
quite ready, the boys begin to arrive,
Thty come In tin hats with gas masks
hanging at thelr sides. Her own hel-
met and mwask are on the shelf behind
her.

“Hot chocolate ready?” the first one
asks.

“All ready,” she says, as she stira
It with her long spoon. She fllls one
of the tin cups from the mantelpiece,

“Um-m-m!" says the youngster.
“That's good and thick, Give us a
package of coolles.”

He takes his tin eup and his cookles
to an empty packing box In the cor-
ner, sits down, nnd feasts slowly and
luxurtously. Another boy is at the
hoard that serves as a counter,

Gives the Horie Touch.

Some of the boys stop to gossip,
when the edge is taken off thelr
thirsts and hungers.

“Remember Bill Johnson?" they nsk
Mr=. Simmons., She does. He was
the boy who always took three cupsé
of chocolnte.

“He won't any more for awhlle"”
they tell her. “Stopped one in the leg
lust night,

“Oh, that's too bad!" she enys, just
the woy she would say it nt home if
that Johnnle had the
mensles,

That's the thing about Mrs, Sim-
mons and such women. S8he brings
to the boys a constant reminder of
the women they have left behind, of
thelr mothers and thelr sisters and
their wives, She talks In the meost
casonl Amerlenn way about things
that are neither easunl nor American.

After the lnst of her soldlers has
put on his tin hat and gone down
the hill into the vanlleys from which
they start for thelr outposts, sho be-
gins talklng very slmply about her
work,

“There |8 not n mother or wife or
sister of any one of these hoys who
wouldn't give all she hns to be where
I am today,” she says. “Just think
what a privilege it is to talk to them.
and to see that they are well and
happy, and that their clothes are
wholef Women, you know, worry
most about thelr uncertaintlesr. If 1
could only tell the people who nre
worrylng nbout these boys how husky
and cheerful thelr youngsters arel
That's what would make them happy.
Every time I get tired, I just think
how many thousands of women would
be the happlest persons on earth 1f
they could be where T am.

{talian Refugees Fit Up Red Cross
Offices Out of Packing

Rome.—One example of wartime
economy lles In n new carpentry shop
at the American Red Cross centrnl
warehouse in Rome. Here mounds of
packing eases have accumulated In

clothing have been coming from Amer-
fen. Recently a group of band-made
furniture appeared at Red Cross hend-
quarters, nll made from packing case
wood. The work was done by Itallan
refugees employed originally In the
American Red Cross as porters, but
who had been carpenters In thelr old
homes before the Austrlan invasion of
northern Italy Inst year.

Not only has the Amerienn Red
Cross acquired a wmupply of badly
meeded office furniture, but a group
of vietims of the wnr dislodged from
thelr homes and from thelr normal
trades have bech reestnblished In
thelr old callings, Deszcns of Amerl-
can Red Cross workshops throughout

which: for many wmonths food ond iagainst p twelve-yenr old girl.

Yaly are mow run on a similar prin-

ciple, The workmen benefited include
the Ince workers, shoemakers and
tallors, as well ns carpenters,

Prefers Prison to War.
Leavenworth, Kaun,—Rather than en-
train with his comrndes on the selee-
tive dreaft for Camp Funston, Kan,
Charles Dnavidson "confessed that he
wir gullty of n statutory chnrsa.

Davidson has mnde numerous at-
tempts to evade army service, but they
were ' fullures,

“I would rather go to prison than to
war,"” he told the county nuthorities.
He was accommodated.

Enters College at Forty.

Cleveland, O.—8Ix years ngo, when
he was thirty-four years old, Isape
Maso came to Amerlea from Russia,
He could not speak & word of English.
In the Inst three years he has complet-
ed n four-yenr course In a Cleveland
high school and, nt forty, will enter the
Ohlo state university st Columbus
this fall. While attending high school

Mnso worked every day and
bis wife and family, @Nﬂﬂ‘l

“RIDES RODS” WITH INFANT

Woman Says Husband Mistreated Her
and 8he Was Seeking Work as
Engine Wiper.

Omahn, Neb.—Mrs, Myrtle Neal,
twenty-five years old, of Cheyenne,
Wyo,, arrlved here in men's clothing
recently, She sald she “rode the rods”
of a frelght train, holding her three-
year-old buby In one arm, part of the
way to Omohn. She sald her husband
mistreated ber. She was wearing
overalls nnd sald she hnd heen em-
ployed In the Union Pacifie shops,

She expected to go to work here
as an engine wiper, but her husband
arrived later and they were recon=
clled,

——
Bulld 1,000 Homes Monthly,

Beattle, Wash.—One thotisand homes
to be bullt every month until Jununry
1 is the gont set by the war Louse-
bullding drive committce of this city
to take care of the vast army of wor
industries workers now arriving. An
army of 6,000 men to bulld these
houses Is now helng recruited,

Neot Hard to See That This Student
Has Sympathy With the
“All-Highest.” .

Here are some comments on the
kniser from the pen of a Chinese stu-
dent, nn exchange snys: :

“The German kalser Is not the sge
perlor man as deciphered by the Chi-
nese liternture; he In surely n menn
follow contuining much fruudish cun.

e

S WS

e

-

& however, gedulne amelbysty do [0 CUTRE

slug (o his decelted beart. The supe

AS CHINAMAN SEES KAISER rior man Is shown in the merits of

excellent heart with much loving kind-
nexs to all peoplen; the mean fellow
is displayed In the black heart of the
unregenernted devils of hell with much
loving kindness only to himmself,

“In the history of China was an em-
peror who burn the books and slewed
the acholars to extinet the civilization
of the peaceful inhabitants; but he
war not success In this crafty tricks,

extinet by such dishonorable barbar-
Ism weanss Now the German kalser

" ¢l s ot

for the civilisations could never be|the

he also awfully wishing to alave the
people and extinet the civilizations of
the universe; he also destroy the 11t
erature books, and the arts, and the
nhips, and mess the people of allles

natlons, . . . But he will
5 not sues

—h
And the “Wise” Do It
Perhnps one reason why fools are
always rushing into trouble Is because
Yy seom to know they can alwnys

cull to the wise to come
thew out—Detrolt Free Prese. "
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1 doall my own housework. I eannot

recommend Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege-

table Compound 'vlr“oufnm
e.Il

e

Bt., Urbana, IIL .

‘Women who suffer from nervousness,
*heat flashes,”” back headaches
and “the blues'’ should try this famous
root and berb remedy, s E Pigk.
bam’s Vegetable Com)

Gallant.

“Pardon me, Mr, Gusherly., My foot
is nsleep,” sald Miss Bweetlelgh,

“And what a light sleeper It must
be," returned the gallant swaln, look-
ing down at the dainty little, slipper-
incased slumberer,

Get New Kidneys!

The kidneys are the most overworke:
?:ﬂm" of tl'mr human body, and when thes!
in their work of filtering out and
throwing off the poisons developed in the
system, things begin to happen.

One of the first warninga is pain or stiff-
pess in the lower part of the back: highly
colored urine; loss of appetite; indiges
tion; irritation, or even stone in the l-tn!-
der. These symptoma indicate a condition
that may lead that dreaded and fatal
lllﬂ].l_t‘l!. t's disease, for which there
in said to ‘I;e no cure. L

Do not delay a minute, At the first in.
dication of trouble in the kidney, liver,
bladder or urin organs start takin
Gold Medal Haarlem Ol (fa{llulen. an(
save yoursell before it is too lale, Instant
treatment is necessary in kidney and blad-
der troubles, A delay is often futul.

You ean almoset certninly find immedinte
relief in Gold Medal Haarlem Oil Capsules,
For more than 200 years this famous prep.
aration has been an unfailing remedy for
all kidney, bladder and urinary troubles,

It is the pure, originn]l Haarlem Oil your
great-grandmother used. About two cap-
sules each day will keep you toned up and
feeimﬁ fine. Get it at any drug store, and
if it does mot give yon almost immediats
relief, your money _will be refunded. Ba
ure you get the GOLD MEDAL brand.
None other genuine. In boxes, three
sizes.—Advr,

DO WORK AT HIGH PRESSURE

Duties of War Correspondents at the
Front Are in the Highest De-
gree Exacting,

Here are the conditinns under wh
& war correspondent has to work:

A grent attnck {8 pending and In
the black night the war corresponid-
ent journeys forth from 8, IL Q. by
car to gome vantage point, from which
he sees what he ecan of the nctlon—
and, even were vislbillty perfect, un-
der eonditions of modern war he conld
only hope to witness a tiny corner of
the battle—picks up what facts he can
at brigade, divislonal, corps or army
hendquurters, and from the “walking
wounded,” who begin to stream down
from the front within an hour of
“zero,” studles his maps, and mokes
hs notes. Mornlng papers go to press
enrly these days. 8o In the early nft-
ernoon he I8 whirled homeward, mnybe
through shell fire, fifty, sixty, or scv-
enty miles, and then only, at the end
of a long exhausting day, his work
proper begins, He must git down nnd
write promptly a clear nnd comprehien-
glve account of the day's dolngs,
graphle, If possible, ns complete a8
may be, yet containing nothing that in-
fringes on censorship rules, It Is a
task demanding the ntmost concentrn-
tlon from a mind and body already
fatigued.

fo)
ek

Fallure.

First German Officer—Then you
think our seventy-five mile gun I8 a
fallure?

Second German OMcer—Emphatics
ally, A Zeppelin wiil’ kill twice ns
many women and children at half the
expense~Life,

Many a man who meanders around
the freelunch route dally likea to be
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